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The vain Purſuits of Maxxino after HapPiNEss, 
; in every Stage of Life ; with the Diſappoint- 
ments attending thoſe that expect true Happi- 
neſs any other Way than 1 in a virtuous and re- 
gious Life. | 
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"HAPPINESS. 


A MORAL ESSAY. 


INTRODUCTION: 


W HAPPINESS! thou darling of mankind, 
For man at firſt by gracious Heav'n EY: 


Happy was Adam, while in innocence, 


Till he *gainſt Heav'n committed an offence. 
Thus, happineſs he baniſh'd from his breaſt, 
And all his offspring felt the fatal taſte. 


Of that forbidden fruit he dar'd to eat, 7 2980 


Though this his crime not ſuffer'd to repeat; 


Vet all his children feel the poiſon ſtill, 


Which did at once their cup of bleſſings ſpill. 
All feel the loſs, and fain would they recal 


| The happy portion, loſt in Adam's fall; 


Loſt by that one offence, and no more found 6 
Quite uncorrupted on this earthly ground. 

Yet fancy thinks 'tis always in her view, 8 2 
And after it all eagerly purſue, 5 | 
But ſtill in devious paths they madly ftray, 


And ev'ry one in his own choſen way. 


Contrariwiſe they run, like eaſt and weſt,” 
Yet ev'ry one accounts his own the beſt. 
Thus, diſappointments ev'ry one attend, 
Oſt happier at begianing than the end: 


Vet think they have true happineſs in view, 


And then begin the tireſome race anew ; 

A ſurer journey now they mean to 2 | 

As they have ſeen their former wild'miſtake ; 
Then in ſome new but untry'd path they ad, 
And ſtill they're farther from the object led. 
Thus they purſue a ſhadow, while it flies, 


| But never can obtain the blifefal prixe; „N 
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For when they think their happineſs ſecure, 
They only to themſelves more ills procure. _ 

But wherefore do men labour thus in vain, _ 
In queſt of what they ver can obtain? 
In anſwer hereto, reaſons two are giv'n, 
Firſt, that true happineſs is but in heav'n, 
Although a taſte thereof may here be found, 
While we ſojourn on this terreſtrial ground, 
Vet few obtain. The ſecond reaſon why, 
They ſeldom ſeek it in the proper way. 

Be this the Muſeꝰs taſk, in brief to ſne y, 
Why happineſs is taſted by fo few. 


* 


Ster. I. At his firſt entrance into the world man ofpires 
after happineſi—his di ſappeintments and renewed efforts 
in every ſilage of life. 

W HEN firſt upon this mortal ſtage we come, 

Tho? we before lay ſilent in the womb; 

Contented in that darkſome bed we lay, 

Till we beheld the op' ning light of day, . _ 

We neither wiſh'd for honour, wealth nor fame, 

Nor ought to raiſe us to a noble name. 

We ſonght no clothing; yea, no food we ſought, 

For what we wanted was unafk'd for brought. 

But ſoon as we come on this mortal ſtage, 

We feel our mis'ry, and begin to rage. 

We then perceive ourſelves in ſad annoy, | | 

Then we our voice in plaintive cries employ, F 

We feel the anguiſh, and we taſte the grief, 

Yet neither know the cauſe, nor the relief, 

Till growing reaſon makes us underſtand, 

That we are under a controlling hand; | 

Tho? *tis to guard us from impending harms, _ 

We ftrive to ſhun the nurſe's ſheltꝰring arms. 

For now we think, if free trom all control, 


ts 
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How ſoon is ſhe on rocks or ſand-banks toſs'd } 
This childifh folly mankind treats with ſcorn, 
Tho? with the ſame weev*ry one were born. 
Yet now we think our reaſon's grown more ſage, 
As we come farther on life's buſy ſtage. 

Now at our childiſh follies we may ſcoff, 

Since we haye them entirely ſhaken off, 
But if we ſaw ourſelves, twould ſeem moſt ſtrange, 
Our infant follies we but only change; 

For more mature, delib rate madneſs now, 

And ſtil] the older, greater fools we grow, 


If we our folly fee with our own eyes, 


Tho? we way now our youthful toys deſpiſe. 
Joon as we leave our nurſe or mother's arms, 
- We rove about, nor dread approaching harms. 
Fondly we think our ills are wholly palty 
And we're arriv'd at happineſs at laſt. 
With our companions now we ſport all any 
At night we ſleep and drive our cares away, 
But now to drive away the childiſh foo}, 
O irkſome taſk, we mult be ſent to ſchool? 
Our little tricks require the maſter's taws, 
Which on our mind abundant trouble draws. 
O woeful life! our happinefs is gone, 
And now our troubles like a flood come on! 
We play the truant then to *ſcape the rod, 
Which only makes our troubles more corrode. 
Ihe maſter ſends to know the reaſon Why 
We were not at the ſchool the foregone day. 


The cheats found out! to ſchool with ſhame we're dog 45 , 


And for our folly moſt ſeverely flog'd. 
© woeful caſe | we think were we but free, L 
And wholly left to laveleſs liberty, | 


We ſhould be happy, void of all control, „ 


And in the midſt of pleaſure ſweetly roll. 


But, ah, what weak, ſhort ſighted fools are we, 2D 
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For, were we to ourflers thus freely left 


Me ſhould be ſoon of all that's good bereft, 7 


Yet ſuch our folly is, on rum bent, 
We haſten on our own dire puniſhments 
Now, with reluctance, we're ſent back to ſchool, 
With hearts averſe to ev 'ry uſeful rule, 
And there our time in vanity we wafte, 
For ev'ry leſſon is againſt our taſte. 
No wonder then tho! little there we learn 5 
Since learning is no part of our concern. 


O could we but with pleaſure ſport and play, 


And thus divert thoſe hours of ſchool away, 
We ſhould be happy; but alas, no eaſe, 
The maſter's ear or eye, or hears or ſees, 
While we tranſgreſs his ſtrict forbidding laws, 
Then muſt we feel his ſharp ill natur'd taws. 
Then to our mathers ſorely we complain, 
And tell how we.are often put to pain 
For other's faults, while we are innocent, 
Yet muſt we bear for them the puniſhment. 
Our fond indulgent mothers hears and grieves, 
And ev'ry word, or true or falſe believes. 
Our mothers then, with paſſion, takes our part, 
For more than us ſhe feels the galling ſmart. 
Then to the maſter ſtraight ſhe runs and ſcolds, 
And us in all our childiſh tricks upholds. 
Then we, perhaps, are taken from our ſchools. 
And then we're bred like idle headſtrong fools, 

But now is come our promis'd bliſsful ſcene, 
Which we long hop'd would baniſh all our pain, 
But like the fooliſh man who ſaw the moon 
In a deep pool and thought to catch her ſoon, 
He ſtript to lave the pool with keen defire, 
But all he found was only dirty mire. 

Now we are come almoſt to man's eftate, 
A ſcene which did our fancieg long elate ; 
But like the man who toiled for the moon, 
We find our woeſul Gilappolnunens ſoon: 
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Our pall experience proves intirely vain, 

_ Freſh follies ſtill renew our grief and pain, 

And ſtill we act the childiſh fool again. 
Now we arrived are to ſprightly youth, 

And all the ſage advice of hoary truth 


Is too preciſe for us. Our manly make 
Muſt now the mother and the nurſe forſake. 
e ug have we ſubmitted to their rules, 


Till we're become like antiquated fools, 
If e'er true happineſs we would obtain, 
We muſt their counſels totally diſdain, - 
Youth is the ſeaſon fit for pleaſures rare, 
Me muſt go now and court the laſſes fair, 
. And now, fays one, to crown the joys of life, 
Pit go and court yon damſel for my wife. 
O had I ſuch an one I'd happy be, 
And ſoon ſhould I from bondage be ſet free; 
For ſhe's the object of my heart's deſire, 
Nor does mine eye hold an object high'r. 
With much ado, be 8 ins her ſhy conſent, 
Then with his conqueſt he is well content; 
He has obtain'd the object of his love, 
And thinks ſhe will to him a bleſſing prove. 
Well, for a month he's loving, fond and kind, 
And he is pleas'd and happy in his mind. 
But now begins his fondneſs to abate, 
From leſs to more, it almoſt turns to hate. 
Now frequent quarrels do between them riſe, 
And former love and fondneſs quickly dies. 
Inftead of happineſs they find a cheat, 


And both repent their bargain when too late. 


Another ſceks a wife wich all his might, 
For he has ſeen an object of delight. 

He thinks, O if I had her I ſhould be 
Ihe happieſt man of any I can ſee ! | 
Well, after many tedious nights and days, 


He gains her heart; her tongue no more e gaiolaye, N 
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The day is ſet his Adee to complete on en bY 
When he in wedlock bands his love ſhall meet. 
But, ah, how fleet are ſcenes of earthly bliſs, 150 
Juſt at the lip the morſel oft we miſs. 
No he expects his dear beloved bride 
Shall crown his wiſhes lying by his ſide: 
But ah ! behold, the pow'rful hand of death - 
Seizes her heart, and robs her of her breath! F 
With broken heart the bridegroam home e 
Aud for his dear lov'd mate he deeply mourns. 
In briny tears to give his ſorrows vent, 
His days and nights in bitterneſs are ſpent. 
But after long his grief and tears ſubſide, 
He ſees tis vain to mourn a buried bride: 
His lamentation he's convine'd is vain, 
None can reſtore her back to him again, 
But to regain his hop'd for happineſs, 
He does another lovely maid 9 | 
He thinks, could he his former loſs repair 
Twould eaſe his mind, and cure him of am 
Now he has fixt on one quite to his mind, 3 9 
If love would make her to his wiſh inclin de. 
He uſes all his ſkill to make her yield, 3 
- And gains at haſt a conqueſt in the field. GY Pn Ok, 9 
Ke His happineſs ſeems almoft now at ae :,/* 1: 
. Like ſhip- wreckt ſailors when they ſee the lands © 4 
For now the marriage day again is fixt, 1% ll 
And hope and joy are in his mind commit. 
All things are ready for the long'd for da,, | 4 
O time! he cries, pray ſhortea thy delag. 
For now each day ſeems like a year of time, 81 V' 
Which keeps me back from happineſs cablice.” e 
But fate ſays, O fond mortal, why ſuch halle ? 7 ö 
* And why thy little time fo vainlyvaſte? 9 — 5 
8 Remember how thy former youthful bride, F 
Juſt on tl? appointed day of wedlock died. e 
| And now, behold, ere this appointed day, £ V 
83 Which thou account'ſt ſo tedious in dela g,, | 
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. Yea, ev'n before that long'd for day ” paſt, © 
Lo, thou muſt alfo breathe thy very laſt.” T“ 


Thus ſpake th? eternal firm and fixt decree, 
Which neither ear could hear nor eye could ſee. 
And ſo that night, before the marriage day, 

A breathleſs corpſe, behold, the bridegroom lay ! 
Thus oft our beſt concerted ſchemes are eroſt, 


By providence, and all our hopes are loſt. 


But ſome may ſay, This is no common caſe; - 
Such things are rare among the human race? 
But what has been may ſurely be + i 
For oft we find our expectations vain. 


Ho oft we ſee young men to get them wives, 


Exert the utmoſt yigour of their lives. 


All happineſs, think they, hereon depends, 


A wife for all their ills would make amends, 15 
A wife perhaps they get to eaſe their pain, 
But ſometimes no more happineſs obtain; 
A thouſand things fall out, to them unſeen, 


To interrupt their ſanguine hopes break in: 
For oſt our hopes depending on a wife, 


Prove but the bane of happineſs in life. 
On children next, perhaps, we place our r hopes, | 


: To be our ſure and ſtedfaſt laſting props : 
But ex'n altho' our wiſhes we obtain, 


We often find our hopes were all in vain; | 


For if we dote on them for happineſs, 
We only find our troubles thus increaſe, 


"Rachel ſaid, Give me children, or Edie, 22 
Thou ſhalt have children, ſaid the Lord moſt high. 
She got her wiſh, and two brave ſons brought ory” 


But life departed at the ſeconds birth. 1 
Again we hope, Q were our children grown, 


Our lives with happineſs they ſure would crown.“ 
We get our wiſh; but ſoon as they're grown . 
They often put a period to our hope. 

Too ſoon they prove our greateſt cauſe of Pain, 


IN oy they ruin what i ſnould hee. 
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If old age we hope for W b 
We find our troubles only then increaſe, | 
And thus thro? life in ey*ry rifing ſtage, 
We find our troubles growing with our age, _ 
But if true happineſs we wiſh to find, Th 
We muſt be to the will of Heav? n reſign'd: 5 
Devote our lives to works of faith and _Jove, 

If we a taſte of happineſs would prove. 

This would diyert our troubles here below, © 

And make us eaſy .ev'ry ſtep wegoz ð́òtͥꝛ 
But when we walk in a forbidden way, | 

No wonder cares and troubles on us prey. 

And diſappointments all our lives attend, 

But moſt of all when mortal. life ſhall end, 


ITEN II. Man feldorn purſues he happineſe in the is 
"HY and uy is ever di appointed. 


8 T0. having ſearch'd thro? ev! ry tage of life, 
And nothing found but trouble, care and Arie * 
Inſtead of happineſs which we purſue, 
Defir'd by all, but taſted here by few: 
Becauſe an erring courſe our lives attend, 
We therefore miſs our great deſired end. 
The nat'ral cauſes having briefly trac'd, 
And found how human nature is defac'd. 
O Happineſs ! ' tis thee we all deſire; 
The ſaint and ſinner after thee aſpire! 
Tho? in one path thou only may*ſt be ſound, 
We tire ourſelves in a perpetual round TP 
In queſt of thee, while devious paths we tread, 
And ev'ry ſtep from thee we're farther led. _. 
The Libertine. purſues thee night and day, 
But always in a quite contrary way 
And while he thinks thy lovely charms to find, 
He's only graſping at the empty wind. 
By day he wanders, and by night he dreams, 
Yet ( ſtill at thee his ung fancy aims. 
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Sometimes he thinks he has thee in his arms, 
While he is raviſh'd with a harlot's charms, 
But he is not aware of half her tricks, | : 
"While he's enamour'd, ſhe his pocket picks: 5. 
And while he dallies with her too, mayhap, 
He's ſet on fire, and gets an odious ela. 
So Sampſon, who of matchleſs ſtrength might boaſt 
With ſuch an one his hair and ſtrength both oſt” 
Yea, ſuch dire diſappointments all muſt find, 

Who are to ſuch laſcivious vice inclin'd; 8 
Their ſhort-liv'd day of pleaſure and Aclight, 5 
Is follow'd by a long tremendous night. 
If &er they're brought their mad miſtake to ſee, 


| How great, how ſharp muſt their compunction be! 
Aſk Rocheſter“, and he will freely tell, 


What horror ſciz'd him on the brink of hell, 
When on that precipice Heav'n op'd his eyes, i 
To ſee his dreadful danger with ſurpriſe: \, 
Happy for him, who thus was brought to ſee 
His loſt condition, and his remedy. 

Tho' he had mock'd at Heaven, and ſcoff'd at nell, 
And did in lewdueſs almoſt all excel, 

Yet when he ſaw the madneſs of his RF oY 
How was he {truck with horror and remorſe! 
His former follies deeply he deplor'd, 

And all his foregone ways with grief abhorr'd. 
His ſmutty poems; his licentious themes, 

He then recall'd and gave them to the flames: 
Burn! burn! he cried, with penitential rage, 
Hel! is the due deſert of ev'ry page! 

But others, who have ne'er ſuch rebels been, 
Have died impenitent, immers'd in fn. © 

O Happineſs ! ſo pleaſing are thy charms, © | 
All ſtrive to graſp thee in their folding arms: 


* 


* See the account of the Earl of Rocheſter, who was one of the 


moſt abandoned ne yet was convinced at aſt and bebe - 
true penitent. | | | 
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But, ah ! how often they miſtake their aim, 
And ſeize a phantom called by thy name! 

'The Beau and Prude think thou art to bs and 
In gaudy dreſs, and a tumultuous ſound 
Of flatt*ring titles, maſquerades and plays, 
And all they get is but the flatt'rer's praiſe. 


% 


But, ah, what diſappointments do they meet 


Inſtead of thee, O Happineſs, moſt ſweet! _ 


Short are their pleaſures; endlels are their pains, | 


When blaſted honours are their total gains. 

As loft y ſhips that carry too much ſail, 

And light at bottom to ſuſtain the gale, 

Are eaſy overſet, then all is loſt, 

So ends their glory and their gaudy boaſt. | 
The beaftly drunkard dreams of happineſs, 


When he's ſurcharg?d with riot and exceſs. 


But, O bleſs'd Happineſs! how ſhort thy ſtay! 

How ſoon from ſuch thou turn'ſt thy face away! 

'Tho' they may fancy thou wilt be their gueſt, 

Sooner would'ſt thou eobabit with the beaſt, 

Deluded wretches ! how their fancies Set 

Of happineſs, on brink of woes extrem. 

So might the pally ſlaves forget their pains 

Pleas'd with the muſic of their rattling chains, 

As theſe voluptuous wretches by exceſs, 

Hope to ſecure their peace or happineſs. 

For happineſs is like a virgin Pe? 5 

Who no voluptuous rake can e*er endure, 

She flies from ſuch with a contemptuous frown, 

Nor will with them the leaſt connection own. 

As ſoon ſhall meet the ſouth and northern poles, 

As happineſs reſide with drunken fouls, 
The Miſer alſo dreams of happineſs, 

While he refrains from riot and exceſs; 

He thinks ſhe will be courted by his gold, 

His lands and money great and manifold: 

Bat, ah, from him ſhe turns away her face, 


* 


And leaves him in his mis'ry and diſgrace. 
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He dreads the thoughts of pale fac'd poverty, 


Yet no man is more wretched poor than he; 
Por in the midſt of plenty he lives poor, 
To keep the ſpectre from his jealous door. 

All he enjoys, inſtead of happineſs, 

Is only penury and deep diſtreſs. 

Nor need he hope for happineſs to come, 
Wben he is laid into his ghaſtly tomb; 

For he has nothing in his life prepar'd 

That may entitle him a kind reward. 

He gets his portion in this world below, 

And what remains is everlaſting woe. 

Ah! this worſt diſappointment comes at laſt, 
When all his wretched days on earth are paſt. _ 

The ſpendthrift too of happineſs muſt dream, 

While he purſues the oppoſite extream. 
He hopes he ſhall her preſence long poſſeſs, 


In revelling, with riot and exceſs; 


Chambring and wantonneſs is his delight, I 
Which madly he purſues both day and night; 
To reaſon's voice he never bends his ear, 
But headlong hurries on in wild career; 
Never conſid'ring whereunto it tends, 
- But, ah, how ſoon this ſcene of pleaſure ends! 
It ends, perhaps, in want and deep diſtreſs, 
Or black deſpair of finding ha ppineſs; _ 
Unleſs it pleaſe the Lord of ſov'reign grace 
Jo make him ſee his loft and ruin'd caſe, 
And to unclofe his blind deluded eyes, 

To apprehend wherein ſalvation lies. 

But, ah, how ſeldom this becomes the caſe 

Of thoſe who have ſo long reſiſted grace 
Therefore let none pr cluwptupuſy depend, 
And try how far Heav'n's mercy will extend. 
Where one finds mercy at the very laſt, 
Thouſands are bound by fin and Satan faſt. 

The cruel 'Vyrants, and Oppreſſors too, 

Have ſurely their own e in view. 


22282 8 


"Op _ 7 
Howeer prepoſtꝰrous aretheir carnal views, | 
Tis happineſs that ev'ry one purſues: 
While they torment and perſecute mankind; 
They hope they thus ſhall ſatis faction find. 

But this is ſure the policy of hell, pt 4 3 
And of thoſe fiends that firſt from glory fell; 4 
Becauſe they know they neꝰer can happy be t SE] 

They grieve that others happineſs ſhould ſees - 

Therefore, to gratify their cruel mind 

They ſtrive to worry and deftroy mankind. 

If any doubt of hell's eternal fire, 

And hope their lives with ſuff rings will pine 

Reaſon and revelation both confute, 

And put the matter out of all diſpute ; 

For if hell's ſuff rings be for fin that's paſt, 

Their ſuff*rings therefore muſt for ever laſt, 

Becauſe their fins are ſtill repeated new, 0 

Their ſuff' rings ne er can pay the debt that's due: 
Thus tyrants imitate the imps of hell, 

They ſtill muſt ſuffer, for they ſtill rebell: 

For, could we pay all debts we ow'd before, 

And ſtill be running on contracting more, 

Our former payments never could ſuffice 

The new demands that would againſt us rife, 

Thus, vainly Tyrants hope for peace of mind, 

While glutting with the gore of human- kind: 

The more they think their maws to ſatisfy, 

They long for more and more infatiately. - 

And while they hope ſome happineſs to ſhare, 

They fink to endleſs woe and black deſpair. - 

This is the common end of Tyrants all, 

They live abhorr'd, and unlamented fall. 
Ev'n Hypocrites dare hope for happineſs, 
While with their mouths religion they 3 1 | 

But how unfruitful muſt their wiſhes prove, 

While they are deſtitute of faith and love. 

Though they may cheat their fellow-men a while, 
Let do they worſt of all themſelves beguile. 


| (w) © 
Like Balaam, who this world deſir'd to leave ttt 
| With heav'nly hopes, ſuch as the right'ous have; 5 . 

Although in life a proſtitute he prov d, 

And ſtill the wages of the wicked lov'd. 

But, ah, how vain was his delufive hope, 
When he at laſt did with the wicked drop. 

So hypocrites may wiſh to die the death 

Of righteous men, when they reſign their breath * 

But all in vain—if hypocrites they live, 

They but themſelves and other men deceive 

Vet can they not deceive the Lord moſt high, 

Who doth the ſecrets of their hearts deſcry. 

The real Chriſtian ſeeks for happineſs, 
And he alone muſt ſurely find ſucceſs: 


Whatever others may hereto pretend, 
He, only be, obtains it in the end: | 
Becauſe his hope is fixed on that rock 
Which neither pow'rs of earth or hell can ſhock. 
His faith is of the true and genuine kind, 
He therefore ſurely ſhall acceptance find. 
For all his heart, his words and deeds agree 
To prove his love to truth and honeſty. | 

But here, tho? counterfeits may always claim 

A privilege t? aſſume that ſacred name 
For Satan has ſometimes appear'd ſo bright, | 
As to be deem'd an angel of the light) 
Yet if we them examine carefully, | 
We ſhall diſcover their hypoeriſy ; 


Altho? we never can explore the heart 4 
We may diſcern them by the outward part. 7919 , 
The real Chriſtian has reſpect to al! | | . 
The precepts of God's word both great and ſmall; ; 
But hypocrites will only pick and chuſe, 6 


This they receive, and that do they refuſe. 

But tho? pretenders may man's eye eſcape, 

And imitate the Chriſtian like the ape, 5 
Which mimicks both the words and deeds of man, 
Yet doth the Lord ther words and actions ſcan; * 


as © 
4 Nar mall they e'er that happineſs obtain, 
f Which doth for righteous men alone remain. 
Theſe ſhall enjoy a perfect happineſs, 
Tho? they be here allotted to diſtreſs: +» - 
Yet they in trouble have more peace of mind, 
Than all the world beſide can ever find. 
Vea, ev'n when ſuff'ring tortures exquiſite, 
From cruel hands who exerciſe their ſpite 
To make them feel the weight of ſavage wrath, 
Till they expire beneath a ling” ring death: 
Yet in the midſt of all do they enjoy _ 
A fatisfaQtion men can'ne*er deſtroy. © 
O if their adverſaries did but know, _ 
What peace of mind the martyrs have below 
 Thehelliſh weapons, which they exerciſe, - 
To make them undergo ſuch agonies 
The perſecutors.then would feel more pain 
Than all the patient ſuff*rers thus ſuſtain. OY 
But, O what muſt they feel when forc'd to 80 * 
Down to the gulf of everlaſting woe! EY | 
To ſee theſe holy ſouls advanc'd on high,” 
Triumphing over them with endleſs joy, e 
While they are raging with the ſiende below, 
In everlaſting miſery and woe! he 
Soon will this be; the one to oc bliſs; 3 
The other with ;nfernsl ſnakes muſt hiſs. 
This ſurely muſt be ſoon their final ends, Ws 4 
This mounts to heav'n, and that to hell deſcends. 0 "A 
And let us all in life confider well. e 
In one of theſe all muſt for ever dwell. 
And thoſe who mils of happineſs, tis plain 
They cannot Wils 'of-everlatting ear | 
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Bang, - woULD gracious "Hear 


The colf6itvine" Wight” 


in diſpoſe my lot 
In ſome pure wholeſowe fertile ipot, _ _ an 6 ; 7 * . 


Remote from brawis and noiſy firife, TELE þ 
And what the world eſteems as Me;, ts 3. 
Near ſome pure ſtream and ſhady grove, 
Where tuneful warblers ſweetly rove. 

Here would I fix my country ſeat, 

A houſe and garden ſmall but neat; 

With ſuch a ſtock of worldly ſtore 

As nature might ſuffice—No more. 

My books, globes, teleſcopes and friend, | 
| Whoſe mind to virtuous thoughts would tend. 
There, free from party rage and le. 
Enjoy the philoſophie life. 

Sometimes attend the ſylvan lay, | 
Sometimes the finny tribes betray; - 

While ev'ry change gave freſh del 

With ev'ry rolling-day and night: . 
In contemplation ſweetly rove  _ 5 | Ed 
Thro' ſcenes below and ſcenes. above 3 "x : 
The works of nature far ſurrey, e 
And drive ambitious thoughts n 
Deſpiſe abe pomp of warring , 

' Anticipating higher things. 
At morn and eve ourſelves engage Th, 
In ſearching thro? the ſacred page: 
1 wonders there we ſtill ſhould fads. | 


T's gratify a thinking mind ; 


Begin and end with praiſe and pray? „ 
And to our reſt in peace repair. 
Thus ſhould we life with pleaſure ſpend, | 
Nor fear to find 2 bappy end. Dom 
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